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ROCTOBER #9. Spring 1994. Our new mailing address is 1507 E. 53rd st. #6f7 E. Chicag: pusa 

line! Subscriptions available at the ridiculously low price of $5 for 5 issues. Hey Peoples! We've granted your 

wish with this delisious dish of our newest ish. In lieu of a wordsy intro, let me help you celebrate our second ” 

anniversary by introducing some of the members of the Roctober family, an lets do it in the form of a table of contents: 4 \W 
| 






Our front cover was masterfully crafted by Michael Lazarus. New York folks, keep an eyeball out (but don't drop it) 

for upcoming shows of his genious-esque paintin's. P.2 is Punk'nhead by Jake Austen-that's me! This page has above 

this an excellant c-art-oon by the mysterious Glemun. To the night is a cartoon by Dolan. Send a few dollars to him at { 

P.O. Box 1935 (Elvis' birthyear) lowa City, IA 52244-1935 and you'll get a few of his howl-arious mini books. [ 

Beneath is a rockin’ Jerome ‘toon. His zine is Funkapotomous and send a swap or buck to 4966 Deepwood Ct. St. 

Louis, MO 63128 for it. P.4 has encounters penned by me, Jen Kellogg, masterful jewelery maker and world traveler 

(And cute too!) and Jason Kendall, chef, DJ and former Spermbird. P. 6's Chuck Berry story is written and illustrated 

by aspiring LA actor Skippy Lange. Look for him on an upcoming episode of "The Mommies". P. 10 Sammy reviews 

by me and P.12 has an instructive cartoon by Jason Lutes. Look for his comic book novel about depressed magician's, 

"Jar of Fools" this year. The asskicking frontcover of the BonusBook' is by Jessica Abel, the super hip chyck | \ 

responsible for Art Babe #1 and 2($2@) and her band Bender's 7"($4). You must buy them from her from 1573 N. 

Milwaulkee #423 Chi,I1 60622. P.2 is by the super talented Sarah Thornton. Her "Boogieman" in #1 is our most 

popular comic yet. P.3 is by Jerome and P. 4is by me. P. 5 by Eric Nix, most famous as one of the original Dusty 

Bros., but also a fine painter and a master of the 35 chambers. P. 6is by David Greenburger, the visionary behind the a aS 

Duplex Planet zine, comic, albums and, now, book. Get them at a store near you. P. 8 is by Ros. Her zine "Garbles" 

(5 New House Close Canterbury, Kent CT47BQ England, UK) is Grrr-eat! P.9 is by Missy, a high schooler on the 

rode to fame and fortune from her cartoonin' skillz. P. 10 is by Anna Scott, dancer, artist, scholar and a much prettier 

woman than her self portrait reveals. P.11 by John P. of King Cat Comics and Spit and a 1/2 mailorder. Send for a 

catalogue at P.O. Box 18510 Denver, CO. 80218. P.12 is by me and Jackie, who I love. She's the best. Back in the big 

book, P. 13, the Lips int'vw. is by painter, master interviewer and cool girl Caroline Shirley. P. 14 Guitar Wolf int'vw. 51 G@689-3857 

Me w. art by The Wolf. P. 16 has an article by Joe Losurdo, who's at work on the great Punk rock novel and who's in REE 

the rockin’ combo National Drag. P. 18 is by award winning young writer and a fave w. the ladies, Edmund Graye. FOR YOURE oj 
: ; . : : : SOUND BITE HOUS 

P.19: Missy's "My Day”. P.20 has a r&R card by Seth Feinberg. Catalogue of his four star comic books from P.O.Box ASTRO ZOMBIES 2" 

293 Brookline, MA 02146. Also on 20, Flamin' Waymon, who though widely hated, has , through his work at such 

seminal zines as Shitlist, Gorilla and Ass Wipe, truly earned his title "KIng of Reviewland". "Rockin' Ace (P.23) 1s by 

legendary Voodoo rocker and Hoodoo artist Slink Moss. Back cover cartoon by Dolan. I love these people. You 

should too. 
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Andy, R. and Me! 


by Jake Austen 


Here's a couple of interesting experiences 
from when I was in high school choir 
illustrating some intersections between the 
superhighways of R&B and Whitebread 
Pop vocals (ala Sinatra/Buddy Greco etc.). 
This was a somewhat prominent choir, 
Chaka Khan and Mandy Patinkin being 
among the alumni, and I was there with 
Robert Kelly who would soon go on to 
fame as R. Kelly. With his group R. Kelly 
and Public Announcement (dumb name, 
huh?) he has recorded two platinum 
albums, his latest "12 Play" at this wnting 
has already sold six million copies and is 
#1 Billboard R&B. Now backinthe 
school days he used to sing the boy part in 
the showstopping Christmas love duet 
every year in the school pageant. He even 
came back to do it year after year after he 
graduated. Well, finally it was decided 
that enough was enough and the choir 
director told me | would sing it that year. 
That was pretty ridiculous, being that I 
wasn't a soloist, and while my voice is o k. 











A Screamin’ Jay Love Story 


I had a really awesome Rock and Roll experience in Amsterdam last year when I saw Screamin’ 
Jay Hawkins. Actually it was kind of a love story even. So, ok, Screamin’ Jay played Nov. 
8th in Amsterdam. I'd worked all day everyday for about ten days in a row, so I had to have 
a break. I was excited and ready to rock. I got there early and the opening band was 
playing, they were ok, nothing worth mentioning, and hardly anyone was there yet. They stop 
playing and go away, and a huge, big black piano is rolled out onto the stage. This is my 
cue so I run to the front and wait. The rest of the band comes out to play a few songs solo. 
Then HE comes out in an orange leisure suit with white ruffles on the sleeves and legs. 

White shoes are included too. A bag of tricks was being dragged behind him inside some kind 
of sports bag. While he's pulling everything out a light-up skull with blinking red eyes 
spins out of control and lands on my drink. Drink gone, skull wet, I hand it back to him. 

He smiles and says thanks. Everything starts and I'm dancing, occasionally getting a plastic 
bone pointed in my face. Most everyone is rockin' out and having a really good time. Then 
he sings "I Put A Spell On You" completely directed to this girl standing right next to me. 
She gets embarrassed really fast because he's in her face saying how he wants to feel her hot 
breath on his thighs, etc. He grows out of control and everyone's rockin' out except for the 
immediate people around me. So, Screamin' Jay continues to target this girl, handing her 
breath mints and condoms, and everyone (except her and her boyfriend) is loving it. Even 
Screamin’ Jay starts to laugh. I'm dancin' and dancin' but soon the show is over and 
Screamin' Jay looks at this girl (who is avoiding his gaze) and says, "I always sing to the 
prettiest girl and tonight you were the girl." I talked to her for a bit afterwards. She 
thought the show was "interesting", no, she had never seen him before, blah blah blah (that's 
what Dutch sounds like to me). I have to admit that my small little ego was feeling kinda 
bad about this. I mean, this girl didn't even look like she was having a good time. Why did 
she get all the attention?? Well, I'm walking out, ready to get my coat and this guy from 
nowhere stops me and says “blah blah blah....", and I have to say (for the millionth time) 
"I'm sorry, I can't speak Dutch very well..." and he replies, "Oh that's ok., I just wanted 
te tell you that if I were him, I would have sung to you tonight." I didn't know what to 
say, nothing like this has ever, ever happened to me before-even in my own language. So I 
said "Thanks, that's really sweet" and he walked away. He was kind of cute even, but that 
was it, which was ok. The whole night made me happy, it was great and that was my evening 
seeing Screamin' Jay. 


Jennifer Kellogg 


for crooning Voodoo Rockabilly, in that 
context I was often told to move my lips 
and fake it during big shows. Despite 
that, I was the chosen one and Robert (R. 
if you prefer) was to coach me. Of course 
in the end he did the song again, but I did 
get the benefit of his private tutelage and 
advice, and ] will now share with you 
what ] was told. The most important 
thing, according to the man who has given 
us such soft pom Soul classics as “Honey 
Love", "Sex Me (pts. | and 2) [which 
features the classic line "I like to see you 
sweat/I'm so glad we met"] and his current 
smash , “Bump and Grind" is this: When 
you're on that stage, you've got to be like 
Bing Crosby. Walk while you sing like he 
did, always be cool like he was. 

Basically, be like Bing Crosby. A similar 
R&B/Pop Vocals parallel occurred when 
our choir backed up Andy Williams at The} 
Chicago Theatre. It was great for Andy, a | 
local, mostly Black, youth choir backing 
him up for free, but, though it was a great | 
experience, to me it was a little rough after 
a full day of school to do two shows a 
night for two weeks with no pay. 
However my friend Sam Jones, who was 
one of the best singers and was, and I'm 
sure still is, a great Soul harmonizer and 


who always put together an awesome 
group each year for the talent show 


singing and dancing New Edition's latest 
song, was floored by Andy Williams. He 
went on and on backstage about how his 
songs, show and style were some of the 
greatest things he'd ever seen. I was really 
surprised how much he appreciated this f 
dude who I really thought was a real pro, 
but bland as gruel. I guess it just goes to 
show, people dig a lot of stuff you might 
not expect. Maybe a Sinatra/Jodeci cut on 
Duets II? It could happen. 
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My friend Tonya was once in the obscure local 
all girl punk band Barbie Army and they lised 
to practice in a place where the guy that lived 
above them who would bitch and moan at them 
to be quiet was a former member of the yn 
greatest of all the Chicago ‘60's garage-punk 
pioneer bands, The legendary Shadows of 
Knight ("Gloria"). Lest you think he was an a 
old curmudgeon turned sour over the years an 
Alzheimer-ish about his rockin’ past, let me 
correct you. See Barbie Army practiced 
during the day, and even in his middle age 
geezerdom, this rocker was still only awake 
during the knighttime. He was too Rock n' 
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No Sleep | til Kendall 


During the summer of 1991, I had my brush with fame...1 met Lemmy Kilmister! 
Growing up, one of the musical greats that my friends and I chose to identify ourselves 
with was MOTGRHEAD,, one of the greatest Metal/Rock n' Roll bands that ever blew an 
amp. I hold MOT6RHEAD in the same regard as I do Black Sabbath, Metallica and 
Venom. As is the case with most bands, the original line up was the best one: Philthy 
Animal Taylor on drums, Fast Eddie Clarke on guitar and Lemmy on that crunchy bass 
and vocals. The music was hard and it had a biker edge to it. 

I remember it was a Monday night in Providence, RI with not alot going on. My 
friend John and I were eating pizza, just hanging out outside on the sidewalk when | 
noticed there was a car parked in the gas station lot across the street with a man standing 
beside it. He was very tall and had long hair, and squinting my eyes a bit I could see that 
he was wearing white leather boots and lots of biker rings on his fingers. Reaily squinting 
my eyes | saw (the icing on the cake) the tell tale mole that could only be on one face. The 
face of Lemmy Kilmister!! 

I asked John if he recognized him. He didn't. Besides, what would Lemmy be 
doing here? And on a Monday night? There was no other way to prove my theory then to 
talk to the man himself. There was noone else around and he had been staring at us for the 
last ten minutes, so I got up and started walking across the street. My plan was to head for 
the payphone at the back of the lot (mom told me never talk to strangers) but as I got 
closer to him all I could see was that huge mole blinking at me like a Rock n' Roll beacon. 

“Lemmy?", I asked. He answered with a hearty hello and a handshake. Why 
was he here? He told me it was a stopover on the way to New York where he was doing 
some recording, but at the moment he was lost. It seems he was headed for the local club 
to check out Metal Monday, (Seka, a Boston band and maybe a Nuclear Assault cover 
band if my memory serves me correctly.) Lemmy asked me if I knew how to get to the 
club. At this point I should mention that I was riding a motorcycle those days and I just 
couldn't pass up the chance to escort Lemmy to the club on my bike. J mean this was a 
man who wrote and played songs with titles like "Killed By Death", "Ace of Spades", 
"Iron Horse". Lyrics that read, 

"ON AN IRON HORSE HE RIDES/ 

ON AN IRON HORSE HE GLADLY DIES" 

Even the name MOTGRHEAD itself is a testament to love of speed and machinery. 

I ran back across the street to fire up my bike. Lemmy pulled up next to me and 
gave me the nod of approval. | tore off and he followed. 

As I twisted around the comers and raced down the straight-aways, my mind sped 
back to the time I saw MOT6RHEAD in Boston in 1985. They were probably the loudest 
band I had ever seen and they whipped the crowd into a sweaty, headbanging frenzy. It 
was hard to believe I now was actually in the presence of the leader of that band. 

I pulled up in front of the club Lemmy was looking for and got off the bike. 
Lemmy walked up to me, grabbed my hand, and said "You're A Rightcous Dude!" } 
watched as he entered the club (turning every longhaired head in the process) and then | 
headed out onto the road, the bass lines to "Overkill" pounding in my head. 
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Roll Over Stan Roper, and tell : p 7 . 
ae oll Ove Interview with John Carlyon by Skippy Lang 


If you should ever find yourself lost in Hollywood (as many of us do), you may one fateful eve find your 
gaze filled by an elegant, expansive, palatial palazzo, a Moorish-style mansion fit for a king anchored on it's 
own circular island of rolling lawn . This is Hollyridge, the former digs of none other than Chuck Berry. It's 
windows laid empty, it's rooms were filled only with echo, it's tennis court was love-less for 17 years, until an 
enterprising pair of lovers, John Carlyon and Lee Ettinger, took the sieve of fate in their own hands and 
conspired to make the place their own. The following is a heady accounting of that time last year by John 
himself, a man to this day separated from Hollyridge (he and Lee split up) but haunted still by it's legend, it's 
ong and the man who made it great, Mr. Chuck Berry. 

Skippy: So how'd you find the house? 
John: Lee and I were cruising around, trying to find a pad, and we 
tum up Bronson and we see this giant mansion! And right when I 
see it I'm going, "Oh that's the place where me and my friends 
used to drink beer and hang out! Fifteen years ago, around the 
property-nght where that broken up lawn deer is... 
S: That awesome deer! 
J: The deer is crushed and bloated-it's made out of rebar and 
concrete. It's ugly...and bitchin’ at the same time. So we pull up 
alongside and we meet Anita, who's the lady who lives across the 
% street from Chuck's place, and she's like, "Oh, that's Chuck's 
Hollywood mansion!" and on and on and told us about him, so 
5 she tells us well, let's hook you up with Chuck and see if you can 
rent the place-we'd like to have some young people in the 
neighborhood... 
S: You guys!?!! 
J: Yeah, that's where... 
S: Is she out of her skull?! 
\ J:...and then evidently one of Chuck's old girlfriends comes down 
too, and says “Oh, it would be great to have you here-we'll 
contact Chuck and everything." So we contact Chuck and talk to 
him on the phone, and that was very strange, y'know, the 
& communication's barely there. 
S: You mean the technology? 
J: No-he wouldn't answer any questions. 
Atall. And we'd only say stuff and he'd 
"go, "Un huh. Well FAX me." That was 
the only thing we'd get out of him was, 
"FAX me." So from there Lee and I go 


to Kinko's and build a letter, a proposal, 
and send it off to him, and it was flatly 
ignored, and were over there in Orange- 
on Orange street in Orange County, 
drinking orange juice-this is the truth, 
this isn't a lie- and so there's a lot of 
correspondence- six inches of 
correspondence, we spent like $250 in 
phone bills and FAXes in a period of, 
like, three weeks... 

S: Wow! 

J: So we finally get the contract and 



















































‘f : wo come to the conclusion after a lot of hard 
ae ee ! j time dealing with him, and we rent the 
~ < ~ / place, move in, and we're there getting 
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things organized for about 30 days, and 

a we get a call from one of the neighbors 
eee that knows Chuck, Diane, saying that 
io LiyRiodG zE-., Chuck's coming into town and wants to 








meet us! So we're all excited about it, and I was playing tennis on 
the courts there (at Hollyridge) and this Lincoln Town Car comes 
around the corner and this guy hops out with this really bight 
blue suit on- polyester- and I see the guy walk over to Anita's 
house and I say, "There's Chuck!" So we go on into the house 
and try to act normal, which is hard enough, and so I told Lee, 
and were all stirring around, and were all nervous, so she calls 
and says "Okay, were coming over..." and she's really juicing it 
up , and so I'm pacing around, smoking cigarettes like a 
madman... 
S: Did you have shoes on? 
J: As a matter of fact I did not. So he comes walking up and there 
he is, and he says, “Hi...my names Chuck Berry,” and | say to 
him, "Oh yeah..." instant rewind...Obhhh! 
S: This is when you had all the instruments in the living room, 
right? 
J: Yeah, they were all over the place. So he leans his head into 
the big bay windows and goes, “Abhh, a musician! I like that!" 
And the guy speaks really eloquently. There's like a twinge, a 
Southem kind of tone about it, and he goes, "Well, I'm glad to see 
you're so tall." And it just blew my mind- I didn't understand it, I 
don't know... 
S: Tall in the saddle. 
J: Exactly, and he started walking around the house and telling 
about his father, who was a roofer.. 
S: A woofer? 
J: A roofer- a tweeter- and he's telling me about all the parties he 
used to have, and all the girls, diving off the balconies into the 
swimming pool- 
S: No kidding! Describe the house. 
J: Well he walked me through the house and talked about the 
carpet- it was named “Indian Jewel". Extremely casino. 
S: Like it'll soak up liquid. 
J. Pretty stain resistant, I assume. He showed me the maids room, 
where he used to practice. Music. There's one room in the house 
that looks like some sort of prayer room- the library. He referred 
to it as "The Pauper's Room." 
S: Is that where Mick Jagger stayed? 
J: Well, there was a safe in the wall in that room and he left the 
combination written in pencil somewhere in the room and he and 
I searched around for 45 minutes trying to find that number. Let 
me also say, when we got there (to the house) the pool was 
basically half-full with something that looked like diarrhea, it was 
just leaves and debris all concentrated... 
S: Just nature- nothin' to be scared of. 
J; ... Nature did it. And we drained it and fixed it. 
S: Was the whole place in pretty shabby condition when you 
moved in? 
J: Well the place was really dust-free, but it seemed like some 
homeless people were trying to stay there. 
S: Yeah, I remember all those Jack Daniel's bottles in the 
hallway, those flasks. 
J: Those were from us. When he moved out of the place in 1972 - 
lived there for like 18 months- 
S: Why did he move out? 
J: His wife didn't like the house in Hollywood, and to her 
Hollywood was Babylon. So he was out of there, but when he 
packed up and left, he tumed on the fireplace, which had a gas 
element in it, and let it bum for seven years. 
S: Kind of like the eternal flame. 
J. Exactly- he made reference to that. Soa few hours go by and 
he invites us to his show out in Orange County. 
S: Ata convention? 
J: No next to this park- a Raging Waters kind of thing. So we're 
following him in the car and he drives like you wouldn't believe- 
he's 80 miles an hour, where ever he wants, and we're laughing, 
like, "This is so much fun!" So there's a total V.L-P. entrance, 
and not just security, there's sheriffs all over the place, and they're 
going, "Okay Mr. Berry, this is your people..." they load us all 


into this trailer and start feeding us chicken. So minutes before 

the show, they approach him and tell him they can't find the bass 

player. 

S: A star is born! ; 

J: In the contract it said that Chuck had to supply his own bass _ 

player, and Chuck's saying that's a bunch of B.S. and he's walking 

around slinging his fingers around, and he cracks open his guitar 

case, and inside is a guitar that looks like it hasn't been played in 
about 10 years- it had broken strings, broken pick up, broken 
neck, and he says to me, “John, go get the promoter and tell him 
the airlines busted my guitar." And the show is going to start 
NOW! And then I'm thinking about the movie, "Hail, Hail Rock 
and Roll" and about him saying in it he gets a new’ guitar every 
time he plays, and maybe it's the same (broken) insuument,-and 
he just brings it around each time... 

S: You'd be a good lawyer! 

J: Who? 

S: You! 

J: Sure. I'll handle your case. So Richie Valens' son 1s the 
opening band, and he goes and loans Chuck his guitar, and he 
goes and does the show- tears it up- everything's beautiful. He 
gets off stage, and Lee and I are way far back, and the crowds 
busting over this big, giant chain-link fence to get to him, and it 
was pretty exciting... 

S: Is he stili wearing the blue polyester? 

J: No, he's all dressed up in this super colorful shirt, and he looks 
great, and he gets off stage and we see him looking everywhere, 
and he locks eyes on Lee and J and goes, “John! John!" And 
there's a million people, cops everywhere, and he just stops 
everyone, and he goes, “John, c'mere!" and he walks up to me and 
hands me his guitar pick. And I'm like, “Thanks, thanks, 
thanks..." and he goes, "C'mon, let's go back and have some food 
and get some drinks!" So we go back and shuffle around and its 
terribly exciting, and some lady came and tried to do an interview 
and sucked, she's like, "Uh, so, you like music?” And Chuck's 
like, ""Didn't you read my book? Didn't you prepare for this?" 
And the lady's like, “Can I turn on my video camera?" No! 
S: Well she wasn't from Roctober, let me tell you- 


J; So we pile on back to the house and he's off to the hotel and he 
says, “C'mon, let's go have a party!" and Lee and I are like, "Ah, 
no I have to go to work the next day." And so the next morning 
he shows up at the house at 10 o'clock with a ladder and a 
hammer and a bucket of tar and says, "Lets patch this roof!" And 
I rub the sleep out of my eyes and were going up ladders and he's 
telling me about his dad the roofer and he learned this and "John, 
do this," and were working together, and it was a blast! And] 
don't really know what to ask him or anything-I just can't believe 
I'm working on a roof with Chuck Berry. SoI go, “What are 
some of the people you've listened to in music?" And he says 
"Everyone's an artist." That's how he answers the question He 
really liked Lee's artwork, by the way. He couldn't say one word 
about it though. (About the music he listened to) he rung off 
some old Black girl singers and stuff that I really didn't 
recognize... 





hars o 


Martha Reeves Frank Lloyd Wright 


S: Like Martha Reeves? 

J: Along those lines. So were working all day long on the house, 
and he works me ‘til midnight! He dangles this Chinese dinner in 
my face all night, going, "I'll take you out for Chinese- let's go out 
for Chinese on me." Finally 9 o'clock rolls around and I go, 
"Chuck we better go eat," and he says, “Oh it's too late now. How 
‘bout Wendy's burgers? They don't have those in Wenceville, 
\issouri,” so I'm waiting around for him to cough up the dough 
and he never does. I'm going, "I guess I'll try to find some money 
so] can get the hamburgers, Chuck.” Doesn't faze him. Sol 
come back, it's 10:30, and he's revitalized, running around with 
his tape measure going, “John, c'mon, let's go." And I say, 


“Okay, just a sec, I'm gonna cat my hamburger," and he goes, 
“No, no, no, you can cat that later, let's go' c'mon, c'mon!" Later] 
ect a litte imtated, so | take my meal and go upstairs and Lee and 
(the other roommates) Alicia and Tom are hiding upstairs. I'm 
the only one left to deal with the guy. And he's at the stairs 
yelling, “John! Hey! Let's get the show on the road!" 

S: Johnny B. Goode! 

J. Yeah. 

S: How many rooms in the house? 

J: Uh, 15 or 25, I can't remember which. 

S: But it's bigger than Graceland. 

J: Oh, fuck yeah, way bigger than Graceland. It's Chuck's 
Hollywood Hills Hollywood Mansion! Frank Lloyd Wright lived 
there for many years. And the next person that lived there was 
Edger Bergen and Charlie McCarthy. 

S: He's probably in that safe in the Pauper's Room. 

J: The house is on an island- one circular acre exactly, and the 
street diverges in front. 

S: Is the house on the Star Maps? 

J: I don't know. 

S: How was Chuck as a landlord? 

J: Um..great! You can't get a hold of him, he never calls you, 
and you basically feel like he's likely to blow in any day... 

S: Did he actually? 

J: Not while I was there 
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S: 'cause when you left, I heard he did a couple of times. he 
got in his head the idea that there was someone there named 
Leeza- between Lee and Alicia, I guess he'd come in the front 
door and yell, "Leeza, Leeza!" At the Halloween party at the 
house, a carload of very attractive African American women 
pulled up and jumped out, all dressed to the nines, screaming, 
"Is this Chuck's house? Is this Chuck's house? Chuck's 
havin' a party!" They ran up and looked in the windows and 


saw all these young white groovers and just walked away 
without saying a word. 





J: I don't believe the guy is really of this earth. I never saw him 
eat any food. He did not eat his Wendy's burger- he wrapped it 
up and put it in his car. He drank alot of orange juice and when I 
offered him the first glass, he said, "Ah! How did you know? 
This is my drink!" Once we went down to the store to get this 
muiretic acid. Chuck pours it into this pump we bought, hops 
down into the swimming pool and starts spraying this acid, which 
on CONTACT makes you dizzy and makes your mouth water and 
your stomach jam and your head pound. He is engulfed with acid 
and he is not even winking. He's smiling! And I'm sitting there 
with arag over my mouth coughing, dropped to my knees. He's 
in this dustcloud of acid not even wheezing. He's unhuman- he's 
not of this earth! He's going, “Go on John, get your little young 
lungs out of here!" 

S: Well imagine that- I mean instead of Superman looking 
like Christopher Reeves he actually looks like Chuck Berry. 

J: Chuck Berry is Superman. 

S: And there's no one who can play guitar like that, who can 
duckwalk! 

J: He never ate. He smoked super long Salems- choked ‘em 
down, one after the other. Said he wasn't allowed to smoke at 
home. So he was out in Babylon smoking cigarettes away from 
the wife. Married 43 or 47 years. 

S: Chuck would be pretty dissapointed that you weren't living 
there now. You were like the guy. You were the tall white 
hope. 

J: Can I get at least a hundred bucks for this interview? 

S: Ha ha ha ha...(laughing incredulously) 

J: C'mon man, I live in a 4x6 room in Burbank! I'm on my own! 
It's a single! I want to go back to the mansion! 


Correspond with Skippy at : 2264 Duane St. Los Angeles, CA 
90039 


Tsunami . Danielle Howle 
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i coming up this summer: Working Holiday Comp CD, new Grenadine album, and more 7's! 
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Hollywood In A Suitcase by Sammy Davis, Jr. Wm. Morrow & Co., 
1980. Unlike Sammy’s first and third book this is not a straight 
biography. Rather it is his attempt to describe his love of and obsession 
with the world of movies and it's stars. Since the day the pint sized 
performer snuck out of the dressing room to watch his first movie, 
Lugost in "Dracula", he was hooked. The “Suitcase” in the title refers to 
the fact that whenever he traveled he brought his gigantic collection of 
16 mm films with him, a plane full, so he could watch them whenever he 
wanted, While the book focuses on stars, (Liz and Dick and Judy an 
Liza, ete ), his film career (Cni. Tom Parker supposedly balked on a a 
that would have had Sammy and Elvis play the Poitier/Tony Curtis roles 
in "The Defiant Ones"), and movie buff trivia, it actually at times is 
possibly his most revealing biography. My fave part is Sammy 
desenbing his obsession with the Hammer horror films, whose star, 
Chnistopher Lee, would later be cast by Sammy to play Lucifer in the 
sitcom pilot "Poor Devil”. But I'd suspect the part of the book most 
people would groove on is the good ol' ess-eee-exxx. First of all Sammy 
just can't stop talking about big breasts. Second of all, Sammy keeps 
casually telling free sex anecdotes and references with an air of the 
everyday about them. For example, take this warm anecdote about 
Marilyn Monroe's good nature: "There was a lovely story of the William 
Morris agent who happened to be very small. When they slept together, 
Manlyn puffed up his ego to the point of madness by whispering "You're 
hurting me." in his ear...it was typical of MM's feeling for other people." 





How did he hear this? Did Marilyn say, "Sammy, I was fucking this 
pencil dicked Morris agent Tuesday, and | did a real nice thing...". Well, 
neither of them can tell us now. The best sex stuff comes when Pomo 
Chic, a short lived (not for Sammy though) era in the '70's right after 
"Deep Throat" came out, hit. He got copies of every Porno that came 
out (this is pre video, folks) and everyone would come over to watch 


them. Sammy, who al ways hung out on movie sets started hanging 


around the XXX sets, and though he was a little let down by how un- 
sexy and professional the atmosphere was, he made fnends with all the 
stars and regards them as importantly as he regarded the legit movie 
folk. I even heard elsewhere of an affair with Linda Lovelace. Anyway, 
if you like movies or Sammy or ‘70's pom, go to the library and get thi 


book. 


Elvis: The Echo Will Never Die. Casey 
Kasem Productions, 1984 (broadcast on 
syndicated TV, 1986.) A fairly pedestrian 
Elvis special with about half devoted to his 
life and half to the Dead Elvis industry. Of 
course there are much better Punk type Elvis 
cult documentaries, but the Ist half is a little 
interesting, with stars who knew and worked 
with him giving their rap on E., including 
Tom Jones, Ursalla Andress (costar in the 
excellent “Fun In Acapulco"), cntic Dave 
Marsh and Sammy. The King's life is 
illustrated with newsreel and film clips, but 
oddly the rights to the non soundtrack music 
were not obtained from RCA, so all Sun and 
other early songs are done by bad 
impersonators, In Sammy's too close close- 
ups, accentuating the disparity between the 
movement of his real and glass eye and 
angled so that his cigarette appears to be in 
3-D movie perspective, Sammy agrees with 
a Bnitish critic (who said Elvis played an 
angry young man better than James Dean) 
that Presley if given better films would have 
probably been one of our great actors. 
Sammy talks more about the King's life, and 
sums it up with this: "It ain't my business 
what he did. The only thing I want to know- 
was he my friend? Did I enjoy him as a 
performer-did he give the world of 
entertainment something? YES, on all 
counts, You understand what I mean? 
Good ‘Cause that other jazz don't matter." 
Well saad. Sammy 


4 


Kup's Show, "Entertainment" episode, 
1979. Star stroker Kupcinet puts together 
the inevitable quartet of Sammy and Liza, in 
Chicago doing shows, James Whitmore, in 
town with a one man Will Rogers tribute and 
of course the obvious fourth, Nigerian 
sometimes dissident playwright Wole 
Soyinka, in town with his "Death of a King's 
Horseman" at the Goodman. Sammy, witha 
huge gold star of David amulet and a cocaine 
sniffin' long pinky nail, of course takes over. 
He holds court on subjects such as Pope- 
mania ("... The love [Pope John Paul] exudes 
and gets back..."), stereotypes ("Everyone 
who goes to Studio 54 does not take cocaine, 
every ballet dancer is not a homosexual", 
followed by a mini fag shtick) and fame ( 
“As soon as I leave my driveway I'm on 
stage.") Everyone dotes over Soyinka and 
really understands what it must have been 
like to spend two years in solitary 
confinement. Sammy falling out of his chair 
when Wole dismisses it as "a waste of time." 
Best part: Everyone is smoking in the smoke 
filled studio. In a lovely narrative Whitmore 
is smoking a tiny cigar stub and the camera 
cuts tO someone else. When we get back to 
James he's got a huge pipe in his mouth, 
Smokin! show! 
















Jerry Lewis' Sammy Memorial Tribute. 
Muscular Dystrophy Telethon, 1990. 

Must be seen to be believed. This 
fascinating (much in the same way a 
gruesome traffic accident is fascinating) 
performance has Jerry explicitly displaying 
his performing inadequacies and lack of self 
awareness by "singing" (in the most weak, 
most insincere, poor vocal technique ) a 
medley of Sammy hits with special lyrics 
that eulogize Davis. In case anyone still had 
any doubts about Lewis' patheticness, he 
spotlights his own stage impotence by 
standing in front of a giant t.v. screen 
showing Sammy doing “Bojangles”, and 
Sammy couldn't have stolen the show more 
if he flew down on angel wings. If I've 
insufficiently described the bizarreness, 
believe me, you'd understand if you could 
hear Jerry's lyrics, which sounded like 
someone was making them up and wnting 
them on cue cards on the spot. Of course 
most of the lyrics were more about Jerry than 
Sammy, they rarely rhymed, and the closest 
relation they could possibly be to the 
originals was black sheep, inbred, third 
cousins. The cherry on top was the fakest 
fake crying I've ever seen. Don't get me 
wrong, I love the movie "Hollywood or 
Bust" with Martin and Lewis, Anita Ekberg 
and Mr. Bascombe the giant Great Dane, but 
I just don't know about Jerry today. Anyhow 
the tribute worked, cuz after it the tote board 
read forty three million one thousand nine 
hundred and sixty two smackers for his 





. : 
Sammy's Gap ad, 1993. Ina series of 
highbrow b&w ads showing how the greatest 
icons of the century wore khaki pants (?), 
Sammy is included with Hemmingway, 
Kerouac, Monroe and others. In his, a young 
Sammy does an athletic, ballet like leap in 
the desert somewhere, and next to the text 
"Sammy Davis, Jr. wore khakis" we can see 
that he did in fact do just that. But let me tell 
you something, baby; He sure as hell didn't 
get ‘em at the Gap, capeesh? 


I've Got To Be Me, Reprise Records, 1969. 
Though this album is contemporarily famous 
for the outfit and beads Sammy sports on the 
cover ( It's reproduced in The Encyclopedia 
of Bad Taste next to the "Nehru Jackets" 
entry, no joke), it really should be dug for it's 
contents. Thematically it's very solid, with 
Sammy singing catchy classics of self 
confidence like "If My Friends Could See 
My Now", "I'm A Brass Band" and the title 
cut. The album also contains one of the 
finest recorded versions of "I've Got You 
Under My Skin", better even than the 
Bono/Sinatra duet (as Homer Simpson once 
said, "in case you didn't notice I was being 
sarcastic!") Davis is so smooth and clear on 
this record that, to me at least, it's really easy 
to feel a connection with Sammy, that he is 
sincerely telling me how good he feels 
because he wants me to personally know. I 
love this record. 






























Sammy and the P-Funk. Sammy's 
friendship with Nixon, based partly on the 
kind treatment and White House invite Dick 


gave Samala after JFK dissed and 
disassociated himself from longtime friend 
and supporter Davis because of his white 
wife, was a source of a lot of grief between 
the Black community and SDJ. The photo of 
Nixon hugging Davis (which pales in 
offensiveness with the ones of Bush and 
Atwater “jamming the Blues" with Bo 
Diddley, et al) was considered an outrage 
and one of the many places it was 
reproduced was as a part of the gluttonous 
visual smorgasbord that was a Pedro Bell 
Funkadelic gatefotd LP jacket on their 
classic "Standing On The Verge Of Getting 
It On" LP, the masterpiece that contains 
"Jimmy's Got A Little Bit of Bitch In Him" 
and the awesome title cut. While it's not Be 
suprising that they'd goof on a brother makin’ “; 
nice with the evil prez (it's comparable to the 
Punk appropriation of the image of the 
zonked out Elvis and Nixon). I would expect 
Clinton and co. to be a little more ; 
sympathetic considering how much they had 
in common with the little guy. Both were 
pioneers staking claims in so called white 
territories: Sammy in white clubs and 
Funkadelic in experimental guitar rock; they 
both were known for endless two or three or 
four or more hour live performances, both 
went wild on the drugs and sex; both shared 
a penchant for outrages wardrobes, both 
knew the wrath of the IRS and so on. The 
world might have been a better place if 
Sammy had only made his funk the P-Funk 
and George knew a man Bojangles. ee Pres 
Frank, Liza and Sammy: The Ultimate Event -Showtime, 1989. This 
tour document is also available on video and is sometimes shown on 
PBS. From a Liza-phile who has tapes from this tour from Japan, 
Europe and all across the U.S. I leamed that Sammy's set here was pretty 
much the same as every night, so a good document this is. As the three 
megastars are shown rolling into Motor City for the big show, tons of 
fake laughing between old pals with Sinatra being 50% attitude and 50% 
comatose, Sammy's dynamic "Hello Detroit" plays in the background. 
Cut to Sammy singing the last few bars on stage and were off! Of 
course Sammy opens, cause Frankie's going last and he sure as hell ain't 
following Sammy, who mindbogglingly is in fop form, mere months 
before his death. Wearing a wild sharkskin tux with a scarf and broach 
instead of a tie, Sammy mesmerizes with the smoothest voice, nimble 
stage moves and big endings on such crowd pleasers as "Candyman" and 
"What Kind of Fool Am I". Then, after an outdated "Do Ya Think I'm 
Sexy" remark, he discusses his friendship with the younger stars: 
Michael Jackson, Rick James, Huey Lewis and Prince. He then 
explodes into a full blown, crotch grabbing cover of Michael's "Bad", 
mimicking MJ's facial expressions and dance moves with incredible 
accuracy. He closes his set with a number from “Phantom of the Opera", 
during which he dramatically contorts his already somewhat grotesque 
(from cancer's ravages and his glass eye) face to be more like the 
disfigured Phantom. It's moving. Next comes Liza, who actually was 
fabulous. I didn't dig her too much before I saw this. 1 appreciated her 
bizarre every song is a movie, every word is a crucial document style. 
She's a distinctive performer who definitely overcame her mama's fame 
and avoided Nancy Sinatraism. Nancy's daddy by the way, did his 
typical recent If you're a fan you'll dig it, If not you won't be converted 
sets. Then the trio teams up for a group set. They take tums, and 
Sammy sounds perfect after Francis Albert's vocal hobbling. Mr. 
Wonderful generally sings and dances circles around his friends (maybe 
only singing half circles around Liza) and is a real treat to see. Itis 
outstanding how incredibly joyfully dynamic, talented and entertaining 
he could be on stage so close to his end. Jack Benny was right. He was 
the greatest. 


; Portrait of Sammy Davis, Jr. MGM Records, 1972. OK, this is where 
- Sammy starts to get a little weird, and not in a bad way. Younger 
Sammy made a lot of oddball recordings, but he was always being 
somewhat self-depreciating, either acting young and wacky or doing 
Jerry Lewis or singing a song he knew was nutty. Somewhere along the 
line he began singing like noone but himself, and part of that style was 
to totally earnestly belt out each song, no irony about it once he starts 
singing. So it gets kinda kooky when ‘70's Sammy sings serious as a 

| heart attack strange songs like "Sweet Gingerbread Man" ("Feel like I'm 
; made out of gingerbread/Crumb picking, liplicking gingerbread"), “Love 
is All Around” (The Mary Tyler Moore Show theme) and the intensely 
bizarre and cryptic “People Tree". Maybe I'm just missing something, 
but the symbolism (or whatever) in these lines confounds (and delights) 
me: "Wouldn't it be nice to make a people tree, the likes of you, the likes 
of me'We can do it very easily/We barely even have to try/Just let a litle 
time go by/And soon before you know 1USuddenly the two of us are one 
two three and there we see a people tree". | guess the friends are 
branches, but what's the trunk? | also have to mention this LP contains 

~ his all time hit “Mr. Bojangles", which connects Elvis and Sammy once 
again. They both had historically (to their careers) important songs with 
dead dogs in them. "Mr. B." has a dog that "up and died" and Elvis sang 
"Old Shep” in his high school talent show. 


Sammy Davis, Jr. At Town Hall. Decca, 1958. The record opens with 
Jack Benny, in an almost funereaily serious tone, introducing "the 
greatest entertainer in the whole world!" Then Sammy does an album's 
- worth of live, tasteful smooth cuts in the style of Nat King Cole, who he 
2 does an impression of on this LP. This is really a genteel, well 
enunciated exercise in good, but not outstanding (and certainly not 
offensive to whites) entertainment. Without his dancing he is not at this 
aS . point able to really be what Benny called him. His subsequent live 
LES ; 2 mm albums are much Sammier. The Previously recorded stuff sounds the 
same as the originals, but songs like "Chicago" and "It's Ainght With 
Me" really swing. 
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STEP ONE (1) 
Carefully bend up 
ends of staples using 
a butter hnife. 


STEP TwO(2) 
Gently lift out Seu 
Roctober Bonus Book® 


STEP THREE (3) 
Rebend staples to pre- 
Serve Roctobes’S collect- | 
ability and yesale valve: / 


STEP FouRG@) 
Rebind your Bonus Book® 
using a common house- 
hola stapler. 
Riste.Do NOT use 
a staple gun! 
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C: WHERE DO YOU BUY YOUR 
CLOTHES? 
M: mostly thrift stores, 
although i've been known 
to shop in clothing outlet 
stores & even the gap on 
occasion. I get shoes at 
punk rock shops around the country 
or in England. 

WHAT"S YOUR FAVORITE 
TV SHOW? 

seinfeld, mystery science 
theater 3000, the simpsons, 
the prisoner, beavis & butthead. 
Steven likes roseanne. 

WHAT"S THE STRANGEST THING 
THAT EVER HAPPENED TO YOU ON 
STAGE? 

we used to have flash pots 
on stage, and one time we played 
on a really small one. When 
it was time to set them off, I 
smelled something burning. 
Some guy in the crowd jumped on 
stage and threw his shirt on 
my head... my hair caught on fire. 
Strangely enough, that was the 
last time we used flash pots. 
WHAT'S YOUR FAVORITE FOOD? 
I like Indian food, sushi, 
thai, chinese, & coffe ice cream. 
HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT 
MICHAEL JACKSON? 
the Jackson 5 were great. 


Ever since the Flaming Lip 
a contract with warner Brothers, 
It seems that tne 
sell-out argument is used, €@: 
band is somehow being unfaivnas 
fell, that is an especia 


since their latest release rs . 
haven't become to0d12 headed to answer a barrage 2: 


eoofy questions I recently aimed at them. 
their bassist, wasnt...-. 


oe 
Yost” 


s hit the big time and signed 
I've heard a lot of whining about 
finger-pointers, whenever the 

are either jealous or feel that tne 

“11 totnem, their oldest anc biggest 
lly stupid argument in this case _ 
(and first on WB) is really great, anc 


Or at least Michael, 





DRUGS? 

ahh...a touchy one... well, 
if abused they sure can fuck a persons 
life up. But i'm not one to tell 
anyone what to do. I really don't have 
much time for them, or for most people 
who can’t Live without them. Of cours 
i} probably smoke too many cigarettes & 
drink too much coca-cola for my own 
good. And drink good gin & beer now 
and again. 

HILLARY? 

the jackie-o of our generation. I 
think she's cool. I hope some stuff 
gets done for once. 

NIRVANA? 

you can’t deny that they do rock, 

DOLLY PARTON? 

_wrote a great song demolished by 
whitney houston, 

WHAT WAS YOUR BEST HALLOWEEN COSTUME 
EVER? 

i forget how old i was, but i was an 
astronaut...space suit & everything. 

My parents went in Kiss makeup one 
year. That was pretty cool. 

WHAT DID YOU DO THIS YEAR? 

This year ron and i went as girls. 
Steven went as a nun, It was pretty 
funny. Some guy made a lame attempt at 
hitting on me. (ron seemed disapointed 
that no one flirted with him) Several 
girls commented on how pretty i 


looked. I don't see how girls put up 
with dresses and tights, especially 
when its cold- it sucks. 


Caroline Shirley 
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Rocktober: DO YOU HAVE HALLOWEEN IN JAPAN? WHATS IT LIKE? 


Bear Video 499 Aylloueen (4 AAV. 


Je answer your Ges FIOV) 


] indeed did look their video, a VCR meltin' piece of plastic marked "Halloween Ball '91, ‘92, '93" and magneticly incarcerated within I 
saw three consecutive Niponese All Hallows Wolf gigs! Awoo0000000! In ‘91 the leader of the Wolf pack was costumed as an Indian 
chief as he led his savage tribe through a rumbling set with no breaks between numbers and sure as hell no tuning breaks! In '92 the Wolf 
takes the stage with a giant-metallic-robot-wolf helmet on, and leaves it on to sing an echo-ous, muffled, inaudible "The Way I Walk", as if 
barely speaking English wasn't enough already! As far as other costumes in the excited crowd, who all politely waved sticks with yellow 
circles on top of(?) I saw a mummy and, I believe, a Michael Jackson. The Wolf costume for '93 was, far as I can tell, The Man From 
Space, which was eventually peeled away to reveal the trademark Elvis ‘68 Comeback leather suit. As the crowd waved electric sparklers 
the beasts from the East worked their way to the shows climax: "Kick Out The Jams" ala The Guitar Wolf (you aint beard nothing ‘tl you 
hear the cry "Kikodajamz mazafakas!"). This insane rendition, resembling the MCS classic in intent more than anything else, features the 
guitarist rewarding a would be stage diver with his instument and, in what is the best I can do to describe their sound, when this boy who 
may never have held an axe before in his life wildly chops away and violently strokes the neck there is no drastic change in overall sound 
quality! As the kid returns the gee-tar and does an awesome dismount my dropped jaw was a testament to the awesome fact that the 


answer is “Yes, in Japan there is Halloween and the they do know how to party!" 


Roctober: WHAT DOES THE FUTURE HOLD FOR THE GUITAR WOLF? 


Lyn ovr futwe ie Vi go 70 anther plavet 
and make our JUMpP power STFOVNG . . 


" Roctober: WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE 
JAPANESE BASEBALL TEAM? WHO ARE SOME 
OF YOUR FAVORITE PLAYERS? 
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Roctober: YOUR MUSIC IS SO GOOD IT 
MAKES ME WANT TO GO OUT AND FIGHT! 
HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT THE FACT THAT 
YOU MAY BE CAUSING KIDS TO BECOME 
JUVENILE DELINQUENT HOODLUMS? 
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THANK YOU THE GUITAR WOLF! 


They also sent another incredible 
video documenting their '92 US tour 
which also features live footage of 
the awesome band Trashwomen. Send 
The Wolf money and/or OLD 
Garage/Rockabilly records and maybe 
they'll send you copies of the tapes. 
The Guitar Wolf c/o Seiji 2-3-8 
Tamagawa-dai Setagaya-ku Tokyo, 
Japan 
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BOUND FOR GLORY (Future Stars) 
Crumbsuckers 
Danzig 

E-Z-O 

Faster Pussycat 
Guns And Roses 
Helloween 
Jane’s Addiction 
K.D. Lang 

Life Sentence 
The Replacements 
That Petro! Emotion 









Gather round kiddies and let's hearken back to those dark ages 
known as the mid ‘80's. Yes kids, before MTV was serving up your 
weekly Alternative hero, before Circus and Rip magazines changed 
their "formats" to suit the times. The year was 1984 and Punk was 
pretty much dead to me with Hardcore soon following suit (This 
decision was made at the ripe old age of 16). But as fate would 
have it, an opportunity opened to me that I had previously only 
dreamed about. A local “Hardcore” band called Life Sentence had 
called me up and asked me to play bass for them and do some 
touring, so I immediately dropped out of high school and said 
"later!" to my boring suburb (where else, right?) and headed out. 
I had grand visions of screaming groupies, packed houses and 
trashed hotel rooms, though I couldn't admit it, ‘cause I was 
"punk". On the outside I wanted to be Minor Threat, on the inside 
I wanted to be KISS. However, after three months of playing in 
people's living rooms, not making any money, not bathing and worst 
of all not eating, I went home ten years older than when I left. 
We were pissed off because we were good (relatively) and yet we 
weren't getting anywhere. Sound familiar, folks? We were confused 
as to why shit groups like GBH and The Exploited were pulling in 
$500 to $1,000 a show when we weren't even making gas money. So we 
said fuck it, we're going to attack every market in the Punk rock 
underworld syndicate. 

First, the new Metal-“crossover“ scene was a virtual 
goldmine! It was truly ironic that all the same people who would 
beat you up for being Punk were now getting into it. Then again, 
today’s Nirvana and Pearl Jam fans are yesterday's Def Leppard and 
Judas Priest fans. I'm a firm believer in genetics, and it's what 
I dub the “sheep" chromosome. Regardless, we were blessed with a 
stroke of luck when a friend of ours gave James Hetfield of 
Metallica a Life Sentence sticker, and the next thing you know it's 
stuck on the leather jacket he's wearing in Kerang! magazine and 
the promo poster for the "Master of Puppets" record. So we of 
course sent off more merchandise goodies to our ‘ol pals Metalica, 
and BOOM! Lars is wearing our shirt in the "Cliff ‘em All" video. 
Jackpot! Next thing you know Anthrax, Nuclear Assault and our 
touring buddies D.R.I. are Life Sentence fans and the snowball 
effect has started. We definitely made more money off our 
merchandise than off our guarantees from shows. We had serious 
Metal fans coming to our shows, and we would oblige them by playing 
Slayer's “Chemical Warfare" and Motérhead's “Ace of Spades". Ahh, 
but folks, man does not live by Metal alone. Our lust for Punk 
domination became insatiable and we were hungry for more! Our next 
target: skateboarders! 

The Skate-Punk resurgence was ready to explode into the 
mainstream. We could smell it and we wanted in on the action! As 
luck (that's the key word) would have it, while we were in St. 
Louis for a show a couple of skateboard bigwig pros were in town 
for a "skaters camp". Steve Steadham, Monty Nolder and Christian 
Hosoi were hanging out at the show so we made our move, initiated 
by Steadham and our guitar player's love of spliff. Everybody was 
good 'n' high, so we had Steadham come up on stage and play drums 
with us for a "Blues" jam as our first song. Needless to say the 
kids loved it, and in the next issue of Thrasher, the skater's Holy 
Qu'ran, there's a photo of Monty doing a handplant with our 


colorful logo on his chest. We also got one of those hilarious 
Pushead adjective-abuse reviews. On tour we used to have this 
inside joke of asking locals where the nearest half-pipe was 
whenever we'd arrive in a new town. A review in a San Diego zine 


called Black Market described me as “Joe, who plays a mean bass and 
craves skating vert!" I can barely stand on a goddam skateboard! 
But of course we always had them on tour with us. To help move the 
amps. 

The last factions of Punkdom we had to crack were the 
Straight Edge crowd and the Maximum Rocknroll P.C. army. I believe 
the Straight Edge crowd to be almost on par with the Metal crowd 
for generating laughs with their sheer ridiculousness. This was 
way past the Minor Threat, S. S. Decontrol days. This was more the 
uniform Choice and Youth of Today era with plenty of hilarious T- 
shirt slogans that would have made Nancy Reagan proud: “Straight 
and Alert", “Drugs and Booze, the sure way to lose", etc. We sort 
of inadvertently got lumped in with Straight Edge ‘cause our old 
singer made us sound like 7 Seconds (whom we also used to play with 
alot). I can remember a couple of occasions when we would 
Literally fall out of the van drunk and completely bum out the 14 
year old Straight-Edgers who were waiting for us to show up. For a 
humorous take on the Straight Edge movement, go to your local 
library and in the American Hardcore archives and look under 
"Crucial Youth." 

The Maximum Rocknroll-Veggie-Leftist-Anarchist-Homo/Lesbian- 
Revolutionary crowd was pretty easy to infiltrate. We had been 
reading the magazine long enough to know what catch phrases we 
should use in our interviews. I can actually recall saying 
"Protest and Survive" in an interview which functionally translates 
in America as "Mom, if you don't buy me the new MDC album naa a a en Bb 
myself." Our first album was chock full of politically Left 
anthems such as “Peacetime Death", "Men In Blue", "Election Day" 
and of course "Take A Stand". The funniest part was that our old 
singer who wrote those songs was one of the most politically 
ignorant people I ever met. Let's just say the skinhead he once 
was still lived in his heart. When we were being interviewed on 
MRR radio in Berkeley, I threw a curveball to my bandmates by 
saying that I was in the Revolutionary Communist Youth Party. Our 
drummer Tom, not to be outdone, went on to talk about the time he 
spent in El Salvador. Yes, we were full of shit. All kidding 
aside, a tip of my hat goes to MRR for teaching many bored suburban 
Punk rockers about more going on in politics than they possibly 
could have found out from the idiot box or the newspapers. 

Of course there was the flipside of the MRR crowd: the dreaded 
SKINHEADS! The name alone sends people scurrying like mice. BOO! 
I scared you! When I was 12-13 years old, I lived for Skinhead 
"Oil" music. My favorite bands in the world were The Cockney 
Rejects, Blitz, The Business and Peter and the Test Tube Babies, 
amongst others. But the Oprah wave of Skinheads, who would have 
never heard of the movement if it weren't for all the media 
attention and who were likely to be Nazis (despite the fact that 
the original English Skins were Black), seemed to be more into 
Agnostic Front, Murphy's Law and the Cro-Mags. Sure they were 
skins, but they weren't Oi! So every now and then we'd play "Oi, 
Oi, Oi!" by The Cockney Rejects and the Skins would go apeshit, but 
it was quite obvious that most of them didn't know the tune, but 
knew they were supposed to. When we played in Montreal there was a 
group of French-Canadian Nazi Skinheads(?) that were sieg heil-ing 
us as we played it. Not one of those morons could speak English so 


how the hell did they know what we were singing about?!!! For all 
they know we could have been singing ."We are all homos! Oi! Oi! Oi! 
We love Commies! Oi! Oi! Oi! Being bald is stupid...etc." They're 


probably all hockey players or mounties now. 
My point to this whole article is that there is no point...to 

any of it! Black Flag in '81, D.R.I. in ‘84 or Nirvana in '91, 
NONE OF IT MATTERS! Like those geriatric corporate machines said 
over 20 years ago “It's only Rock n' Roll!" So shove your twenty 
neces eet teal ce your tear aa 

; ; ! row in your Pearl Jam CD's and 
Docs too if there's room! Oh yeah, and here's a tip: If it goes 
platinum, there's nothing “underground” or "alternative" about it! 
Now get out of my room kid, visiting hours are over. 
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This power trio from Chicago 
kicks ass on every song with 
grinding speed, precision timing and 
sheer force. The depth and punch of 
their music relies on the 
enthusiastic guitar work of tr«, 
an eerie feliow who ieaps 2 
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FROM : by Edmund 
ity These are the people in your neighborhood, in your neighborhood in your neigh-bor-ho-ood! Grocers and greasemonkeys, pA 

Sip mailmen and metermaids, custodians and copy store clerks. And, yes, even some folks with more...unusual occupations. S. 

4 Over the past couple of years it's been my pleasure to talk with "Gabe"* while he was hard at work at his job: Driving a coy 
, 1s truck, picking up frozen corpses of euthanized animals, then hauling them out to the suburbs to cremate. His work takes 
him to hospitals, veterinarian's practices, laboratories and beyond. What follows is a composite made up of choice 
moments of my conversations with Gabe. Prepare yourself for the entertainment and education Gabe's words will provide 
you... e 


Edmund Graye: Have you ever picked up anything really 
weird? 7” 

Gabe: Once, I don't remember which hospital, I picked 9) | a 
up an alligator. Someone had gotten it for an apartment, on 


understand it, but they do it all the ume. How were your 
holidays? 

° E: Good. Didn't do much. What'd you do? 

We G: We had dinner at my sister-in-laws. If we didn't go I 
but it got too big so he gave it to someone at the hospital. oe would've ended up cooking. I did that once back in the 
When it died they called up. It's mostly dogs and cats. dating game, and let's just say we survived and leave it at 
We also pick up from testing labs, so some monkeys too. that. 

I don't see most of them, they're mostly bagged. E: I figure people wouldn't want someone in your line of 
(He takes a giant dog, frozen in a fetal position, out of work doing the cooking anyhow. 

the freezer and tries to put it in his garbage can but the G: (laughs) One time when I was picking up pigs that 
body is too big and just sits on top like ice cream on a they do experiments on at the hospital I came in at the 
cone. He tries to get it to fall in:) same time as the animal food deliverer who brings in the 
E: Are there any regulations about the animals being birdseed and pig food, and I asked him if he thought (the 
visible when you haul them out? experimented-on pigs) would make good eating and he 
G: No, it's just common sense, cover them up with said “You can't eat those, they're doing experiments on 
something if their sticking out. I have one doctor | pick them!" and I said "You mean all these years I've been 
up from, though, that refuses to bag them. We've been eating them there's been a problem? C'mon, you 

trying to get him to do it for years. The way he's set up barbecue them up and the flames kill all the chemicals." 
we have to go through the front and everybody sees my I had him going for a while. 

truck and knows what I'm doing. In fact I have to wheel E: Did you ever hear about a scandal a few years back 
them out past the customers. Actually, when I come where someone was dumping bodies? Was that you 
people line up to watch. guys? 

E: Really, why? G: No, I never heard that. Where were they dumping 
G: Morbid. them? 

(Gabe removes a dog whose face is frozen in a devious E: I don't know, in the lake. That wasn't you guys? 

stare and smile.) G: No, we have a big enough furnace. Actually it works 
E: That one really gets to me. better when there's more animals in it then when it's half 
G: How come? full. 

E: Just the face sticking out and smiling at me. It never E: Oh yeah? 

gets to you? G: It's like a fireplace. Once you get it started it will 

G: Naw, at first it was really creepy, now it's just frozen bum longer the more you have on the fire. When it's 
cargo. only half full, especially because they're frozen like this, 
E: Speaking of creepy, what'd you do last Halloween? it doesn't burn as strongly. 

G: I had a big party. E: Have you ever been in a band? 

E: Did you wear a costume? G: No, just messed around a little when I was a kid. 

G: Yeah, ] was a zombie. | put on latex paint and E: What kind of music do you and the dogs listen to 
makeup. | like that more than a mask. when you drive around? 

E: I hope none of those animals zombie up on you. G: Oh anything, 'XRT (“cutting edge"), The Loop 

G: Yeah, that would really come back at me. : (Classic Rock and personality D.J.'s)...anything but 

E: Is there any time of the year that there's more dead ey Country. 

animals? 4 E: Don't like Country, buh? 

G: Summer months, always. People let their animals run G: | try to give it a chance, my buddies listen to it, but I 
around and they get hit by cars. A lot of bigger dogs just don't like it. I even prefer Classical to Country. | 
can't take the heat. Fourth of July, a lot get scared to like all other types of music. 

death by fireworks. Around the holidays, always. Just E: Keep on trucking! 

before Christmas, just after. They figure they'l! let ‘em -- NOTE: In smaller towns where there is no service 

live one more Christmas. ; similar to the one Gabe's company provides, Vets have 
E: Why before Christmas? to have their own crematory furnaces on the 

G: The pets are getting old: They're getting new carpets . premises...and the neighbors sure hate it when they fire it 
or something for the holidays, getting the house ready. 3 nse 
Maybe getting new puppies for Christmas. I can't 
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, 7 * Not his real name. 
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NEXT ISSUE!: A-Bones interview! The fresh- 
man class of inductees in the Roctober Hall 
of Dynamic Greatness! Baseball Rock&Roll 
‘94, Rockin' Ace, Punk'nhead and more! 

Ad rates are below if your hawkin' somethin'. 
Deadline, June 10th. 
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vom S ‘soft rock hits on the Spit and a Half label 


$3.25 ppd. 


1- sided 7", only $2.50 ppd. 





Available Exclusively From: 
Spit and a Half 


P.O. Box 18510 
Denver, Colo. 80218 


simple- hearted folk- pop for a new age of Indecision & Desire. 


Felt Pilotes Moving Day EP -- Spacier & more crooked than their first, on 
the new Moving Day EP the Felt Pilotes sing more lonely songs in a shaky voice: 


3 song 7", 


Sweet Kansas, Songs by Jon Pinnow with John Porcellino (Co- Release 
w/ Newshole Radio) -- Like a freight train whistling through the midnight prairie, 
this record is lonely & joyous at the same damn time. 


Sweet- heart guitars, a 


humble voice, & a toy piano equal gentle acoustic love songs & lullabies. 3 song 


Please make checks/MOs out to SPIT AND A HALF. Cash is great, too. 
Send a stamp to receive our 12 page illustrated catalog jam-packed with 
underground comics, magazines & recordings from around the world! 


COMING NEXT: Australian Pop Series Vol. 1: Cannanes/Small World Experience split 7" 
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Black Sabbath, Motérhead, Morbid 
Angel-live Aragon Brawl-room. No 
doubt about it, the concert of the 
young) year. A true all-ages show 
with three generations, and then some, 
>t Metal converging in a wonderfully 
aretesgque Metalheaded freakshow 
teaturing headbangers ranging in age 
fvoam 3 to 60. Best sight in crowd: 
ack tattoo of Metallica’s “Ride 
ing” LP cover. Morbid Angel 
diary! Incredibly athletic 
anc virtuoso Speed/Death Metal, 
tastefully Satanic and truly at the 
top of it's genre. They also had the 
best black concert T-shirt, hands down 
the new clothing item that was going 
so be worn to the most high schools 
Monday. Motérhead were indescribably 
killer. Lemmy's physical presence, a3 
opposed to in photos or videos, is so 
tail and noble and heroic, and he is 
sc great that he's pure Metal magic to 
watch . Morbid Angel and the rest owe 
their thrash to this band. They 
opened with "Ace of Spades" and never 
let up. Awe-fuckin'-some! Now I know 
some doubters would expect Sabbath to 
be pathetic dinosaurs whose time has 
come and gone. Well “F* y'all, pals, 
‘cause they rocked. While I can’t say 
I appreciated lead singer Tony 
Martin's stage presence (in fact I 
might liken it to Steven Seagal 
playing Bono in an Oliver Stone U2 
rockudrama), I have to give him credit 
for doing the two things in his power 
to make this show great: He sang like 
Ozzy and he took off. That is, as 
goon as the vocal section of the song 
was over he'd leave the stage and let 
the real Black Sabbath (guitarist 
Tommy Iommi and the now aptly named 












Geezer Butler) be Black Sabbath. And 
that's what they did. They played 
great, looked great and most 
importantly, excited the fans 
intensely. This crowd had so much 
love for this band that it was a 
profound religious experience to be a 
part of it, from the oldest median 
aged pit up front to the 11 year olds 
singing the words to the first four 
albums in the back. A 300 lb. Black 
Metalhesd with a Napalm Death shirt 
and a Shag O'Neal cap, upon seeing a 
guy with a baby on his shoulders, told 
me he once brought his five year old 
nephew to see Dio, Megadeth and 
Savatage at the UIC pavilion. RAWK! 


Alloy live Lounge Ax. Impressive. 
Seriously, here's some advice to make 
the act much better: Wear hardhats. 


Huun-Huur-Tu (aka B) “60 Horses in my 
Herd” (Shanacie). live-Park West. 
Look, if you're not interested in 
Siberian musicians playing traditional 
stringed instruments with cool horse 
heads carved atop the stocks, and with 
each dude singing multiple notes 
simultaneously producing funky, 
whistling, harmonic sounds, and 
singing love songs and odes about 
horses, what's wrong with you? 
Waymon's namin’ this one: "Tuva Legit 
to Quit.” 


Hair and Skin Trading Co. “Over 
Valance" (Beggers Banquet/Atlantic). 
If REM were some anorexic Eurotrash 
combo with a flair for bizarre 
production effects, they might have 
sounded like this. And guys, even 
when the vocals are buried under 
guitar tracks that ain't no reason to 
repeat the lst line of the song over 
and over. 


Hellbender “Clocked Out“b/w"Couch* 
(Behemoth Sound P.O. Box 874 
Lindenhurst, N.Y. 11757-0874) Thought 
it was gonna be good and dumb 
Hardcore, but instead it was real 
intelligent rockin’ Rock with melodic 
guitar and words like “mantra” in the 
lyrics. 


Rock & Roll Collector’s Cards 


mums 


Love "Girl on Fire" b/w “Midnight sun* 
(Distortions Records Box 1122 Bala- 
Cynwyd, PA 19004) Arthur Lee and co. 
jump into the fire w. this tempting 
45. Topside is a nice speedmetal 
ditty clocking in at just under 2 


minutes (when you can say 80 much in 
so little time thats a good thing), 
while “Midnight Sun* leans toward Jimi 
Hendrix, like a lot of Love's material 
circa 1969-70. The man is back and 
hopefully to stay. 


G.G. Allin “Antisocial Personality 
Disorder-Live" (Red Light 880 Lee St. 
Suite 208 Des Plaines, Il 60016) If a 
combination of the terms “digitally 
remasterd reissue" and "G.G Allin" in 
any way makes sense to you, you 
deserve to own this. 


Mentors “Sex, Drugs and Rock and Roll~ 
(Red Light) See G.G. review. 


New Bomb Turks “Drunk On Cock" 
(Engine) I don’t know why so much new 
music sucks, ‘cuz good assed punk is 
easy to do and the Turks dood it. 


Devil Dogs “Saturday Night Fever" 
(Sympathy) To quote the Dogs, this 
release is one “Big Fuckin‘ Party". 
To quote me, “Fuck yeah!“ I don‘t 
even feel like saying how awesome 
(though too well recorded I'm afraid) 
this Rockabilly/Ramonesy/Garage/Party 
band is, I just want to say “Fuck 
YeahI" Hated the blow job love song 
though. 


Tarks/Dogs split single (Helter 
Skelter 00162 Roma P.le delle 
Provincie, 8)Both band's give the 
other the reverential middle finger 
salute loud and good by playing each 
others tunes. 


Von Ryan Express “Up On The Block" EP 
(Load Records-P.0. Box 35 Prov. RI 
02901) Drums pound/Horns blare/Gears 
grind/Loud and spare. 


Pac oet eile, Sceve Makers! 


COLLEGE RADIO 
Collectors’ Series #18+ 


Hi!...um, wait a minute...Oh yeah... This is 
athing about...um...College Radio ...like, 
youknow, aradio station at college....(dead 
air)...What t'm trying...if | can find it... 
Oops...(giggle)...is like to play some new 

stuff, because it's like really important be- 
cause commercial radio is so fu—!l mean 
messed up that only little tiny college sta- 

tions will take the chance to play any new 

a! kind of alternative, ya know, like, rock 
AL) music, or whatever...um, and like that's 
==) really cool, ya know? But the problem 


5 MO Fain 
Sx 


sll 
ze! 


is...the problem...is...(deadair)...Ohyeah! 
The problem is, that sometimes these little 
stations can only reach about, like, five 


houses outside campus, and alot of times 
they kind of don't seem to, like, know what 
they're doing, so it's—{transmission dies.) 


CoLtEGE RADIO 





Lazy Eye “Soulsuck” b/w *Phlogophyte* 
(Over The counter Records 500 
Wickendon St. Prov. RI 02903) Well, 
this puppies got it all...color 
sleeve, xerox collage insert, funky 
color vinyl, stickers and even a flexi 
insert (with a great Lazy Eye 
themesong), and oh yeah, music too. 
Cerebral punk worth a listen. 


Lawnmower Deth "Billy" (Earache) Wait 
a minit, is thie right? An Earache 
band that sounds more Like Toy Dolls 
than Napalm Death? Well I'11 be! 
Joyous, funny, bouncy thrash with 
Stooges influences. Three Stooges 
that is! This is good. 


Coven “Boneless Christian" (Red Light) 
To Coven, nothin' says lovin' like a 
Christian in the oven. Good humored 
Satanism peppered with bad humored 
misogony and violence. 


Sleep “Sleep's Holy Mountain" 
(Earache) In their press kit, the 
drummer says: We're out of time. 

Where the band is right now, it should 
be 1967." which is essentially the 
only thing wrong with these dirge- 
competent stoners:it's 1994 and their 
material doesn’t so much remind me of 
BLACK SABBATH as sound like originals 
by a Sabbath cover band. 


Hawkwind/Sleep live Lounge Ax. Ever 
seen a fan of 60‘'s-70's grandiose sci 
fi/biker Rock legends Hawkwind? Well 
there were hundreds of these middle 
aged, glazed eyed, hulking, sci fi 
paperback reading, leatherclad 
Hawkwind worshiping loners in 
attendance, at least a hundred more 
than the small club's max. legal 
capacity. And though they were 
literally packed together like flakes 
in a snowball, all had a bizarre 
focus, an inner knowledge of the 
powers and mythos of The Hawkworld 
that was beyond my grasp, and I admit, 
I was frightened. I had to get the 
fuck out of there, so I left and went 
to go see... 


Slink Moss and His Plying Aces live 
Ginger's Ale House. Rockin’ Ace 
artist Moss has put together a smokin’ 
houserockin', stand up bass slappin’ 
hootin‘', hollerin' quintet with 
maximum Rockbil-ity! Waymon‘s namin‘ 
this piece "Rockin' Bones Rhapsody”. 


Don Cabellero “And And And” b/w "First 
Hits" (Third Gear P.O. Box 251481 W. 
Bloomsfield, Md. 48325) Funky and 
funny. Snazzy and Jazzy. Noisy and 
shmoizy. Hey, I liked it, ok. 


DFL (Dead Fucking Last) “My Crazy Life 
(Grand Royal, P.O. Box 26689 LA,CA 
90026) The songs are short, loud, 
fast, funny and stupid. In other 
words, four star Hardcore. Waymon's 
namin’ this one: "Dead Fucking First 
on the Roctober H/C chartsi* 


Felt Pilottes “Moving Day” EP. (Spit 
and a 1/2 P.O. Box 18510 Denver, CO 
80218) Lovely, soothing sounds that 
make you feel...oohh...so peaceful. I 
don't want to compare this to some old 
Neil Young or an Indie Pop love song 
but I just did. And I’m not sorry. 


El Duce “Slave To The Master" (Red 
Light) In a solo flight the leader of 
the oft-hooded, Porn Rock kings The 
Mentors continues their remarkable 
tradition of really bad songs 
featuring as much cussin‘ and 
offensiveness as fits. What's 
remarkable is that after, by my 
recollection, at least ten years, they 
havn't gotten any better. In fact 
this might be worse than ever. That's 
a real accomplishment. 


Girl Trouble “Work That Crowd’ b/w 
“Granny's Pad" (eMpTy Records P.O. Box 
12034 Seattle, WA 98102) Rockidy 
rockin‘ Rock&Roll that could make 
anyone's granny shimmy and shake. 


A-Bones "Don't Need A Job" b/w “Wah- 
hey" (Sympathy For The Record 
Industry) Rocked my F-ing "A" bone. 


Scorn "Collossus” (Earache) This is 
Mick Harris, lsat drummer of N.D. 
(Napalm Death) with some other guy, 
and they know it‘s alot easier to use 
lots of studio equiptment with a D.M. 
(drum machine) than actually play, 80 
they do and I don't-listen. Do you? 
Blood From The Soul “To Spite The 
Gland That Bleeds" (Earache) This is 
Shane Embury, 2nd basser from N.D. 
regressing musically like Harris, but 
with some feeling left intact. He 
rents a vocalist and plays all 
instruments, carefully creditng the 
D.M. as “percussion”. Neither of 
these quite similar releases are FELT 
and hence MUSICALLY VALID as the 
biological metabolism of N.D. Why 
settle for a D.M.? 


“Shave The Baby-Datapanink's Greatest 
Hits*(Engine P.O. Box 1587 Peter 
Stuyvesant Station NY,NY 10009) A 
homogenous bunch of bands on this 
label compilation that play all- 
Amerikun bar-chord punkrock without 
much innovation. GIRLY MACHINE stand 
out with lameness whilst MONSTER TRUCK 
FIVE and THOMAS JEFFERSON SLAVE 
APARTMENTS have a laudable lo-fi 
charm. TWO HOUR TRIP: Pretty good. 
PICA HUSS:okay. BIG RED SUN: sure. 
THE NEW BOMB TURKS: yeah. 

GAUNT: ummmm. GREENHORN: alright...at 
least there's no D.M. 





Kinetic Order-live Red Dog. A nice 
eld school type Hip Hop performance in 
front of the bar with the crowd loving 
it. The tracks were jazzy and 
booming. This former art school rap 
crew shows none of the pretensions 


you'd expect from most art schoo] Rock 
bands. 


Alan Munde, “Blue Ridge Express 
(Rounder) Munde is one hell of a 
banjo picker, and this compilation, 


drawn from three earlier LP's, shows 
his melodic finger picking style at 
it's best. Each cut is fine in their 
own right, but lets face it-20 
Bluegrass instrumentals in a row is 


like eating all 31 flavors of Baskin- 


Robbins at once, too much of a good 


thing. 


State "A" Mind-Demo (10935 S$. Longwood 
Chicago,I1. 60643) Mellow beats, good 
tracks and nice vocal interplay. Hip 
Hop is really the people's music; the 
technology is so available that when a 
B-boy hand s you a demo, it's quality 
is usually determined by the artist's 
creativity, not by the price of the 
studio time. This is a good example. 


John Pinnow and John P. “Sweet Kansas” 
EP (Spit and a 1/2) Had this been done 
with a full band, the two vocals on 
this 3 song single woulda been 
contenders to the Byrds throne. As it 
stands, it's down to 2-3 guitars plus 
a toy piano working it's way into the 
mix. Even though the whistling chorus 
on “For J.E.M.* is a trifle absurd, 
this is nice, mellow frisbee tossing 
music, like a more accessible, pop- 
geared Leo Kottke. 


Tiny Demo (807 S. Busey Urbana IL 
61801) Mould-y punk, not too 
offensive. I hear they play out all 
over the Champaign Urbana scene. 


Pose Mortem “Coroner's Office’, 
Festival of Fun", “Destined for 
Failure" (Ever Rat/Red Light) With the 
2 relssues and the new release 
(“Destined...-) we see a rockin’ 
succesa story. The ‘86 debut ia cool, 
if undiastinctive Hardeore/Metal but 
they come back with the better, 
funnier and funkier (not “Punk"-~ier) 
aptly named "Festival..." which 
features a ‘Quincy’ theme cover, 
Scatman Crouthers sampled vocals and 
the lyrics “My penis is big/my penis 
is small/sometimes I look down I got 
no penis at all“. The newest keeps up 
the quirks musically and lyrically. 


Circle Of Dust “Brainchild” (R.E.x. 
Music P.O. Box 25269 Nashville(!), TN. 
37202) State of the art Cyber-Industro 
stuff with a few bytes of Grind 
booted up. Some reminds me of the- 
robots singing “Mean Mr. Mustard* in 
the great Bee Gee's movie "Sgt. 
Pepper's Lonely Heart's Club Band", 
which, by the way, was the Ist. major 
Hollywood movie about white people 
directed by a Black person, Michael 
Schultz ("Carwash", “Cooley High", 
"Disorderlies"). 


Halfbreeds "Aliens" EP (Spuyten Duyvil 
Records 509 E. 88th st. 3c Ny,NY 
10128) Spaceborn Psycho-delia with 
suh-weet female voocals Sing it 
sistert 


Raymond and Peter "Shut Up Little Man” 
(Tedium House P.O. Box 424762 a.f. CA 
94142) Two extremely innebriated low 
life neighbor guys endlessly screaming 
obscenities and inaults at each other 
and denouncing homosexuality way too 
often (if you knowudimean) were 
covertly and continuously recorded by 
our friends at Tedium House, and the 
results ar incredible because a.) 
these people are being s0 violated by 
me listening to this, and b.) because, 
though people will tell you thia is 
hilarious (admitedly, I laughed at the 
spontaneous creativity on the cut “You 
Always Giggle Falsely"), the main 
effect it had on me was that 
eventually I wished my new asshole 
neighbors would shut the fuck up. 
Waymon’s namin' this performance art 
documentation: “So Drunk, It's Punk". 


Criss EP (Tony Nicolle Tony Records 
24222 Undine Rd. Valencia, CA 91355) 
Original KIS§ ekinman Peter Criss has 
put on 1/2 the cat makeup, gone blond, 
recruited some young bucks, re- 
recorded "Beth" ‘unplugged’ as they 
say, written some hot lyrics,(“I met a 
witch in San Antone/I pulled a knife 
and she left me alone“) and what it 
all adde up to is this: The Cat Ia 
Back! Mee YOWWW! 


Anton LeVay “Answer Me* b/w “Honolulu 
Baby” (Amarillo Records P.O. Box 24433 
S.F. CA 94124) I always suspected The 
Church of Satan's soundtrack wouldn't 
be Slayer. Here, Church founder Levay 
croons and tickles the electronic 
ivories solo. The A-side is 
entertaining enough that former 
associate Sammy Davis, Jr. would be 
proud and the B-side is eerie enough 
to warrant Levay‘s inclusion in the 
S.F. wax museums Hall of Horror'‘s. 


Urban Bushwomen live Centre East 
Powerful, beautiful African American 
women combining modern dance and dance 
anthropology in awesome pieces about 
Rastafarianism, “Battys” (bootys), 
homelessness and more. See ‘em if you 
can. 
Moistboyz "Carjack” EP (Grand Royal) 
This cassette (on the Beastie’s label) 
is perfect badass ervuising music for 
the white boy whose beloved Metal 
doesn't fit the drivin' mood and for 
who listening to hardcore Gangster rar 
kind of makea him feel like a paleface 
sucker. A gourmet blend of crunching 
music, cussin', sex & violence and a 
disgruntled postal worker. 


Rockin'’’ Johnny Burgin iive, some 
coffeehouse. In a rare solo gig 
Johnny's low key vocals really 
complimented his awesome guitar-ary. 


Pudge Factory, Inc. CD a 
(Mongrel/Caroline) “Death Fe cone Ill 
7* (Will Records 1202 E. Pike eo 
Suite 511, Seattle, WA 98122-3934) . 
Dumb sloppy dont-give-a-fuck-core a 
proud of it. If you're intrigued Y 
the title “Little Dicks and Midgets", 


then this is for you. 


Willy “Big Eyes“ smith live Buddy 
Guy's. Great vocals and drumming from 
the Eyes man, but his all white band's 
front and center harpman was too 90210 
cute and I got jealous when a bevy af 
beer ad type girls swamped him after 
the lst set. 


Lotion "Full Isaac" (Spinart P.O. Box 
1798 NYC 10156-1798) Indie Pop/early 
R.E.M. stuff with some occasional 
funkiness, but could use some 
“Oomphh", know what I'm saying? 


Candy Machine "#25" (Skene Records) 
You wouldn't expect churning guitars 
and bullhorn vocals to put you to 
sleep, but...zzzzz2zz2z22. 


Astrozombies EP (Soundbite House P.O. 
Box 912 E. Northport NY 11731) GOOD 
ASSED PUNK which I'm not going to 
describe because the label is so punk 
that the record is free to anyone who 
writes or calls (see ad on p. 3). Just 
get it. If you're really punk send 
along a trade or a buck or something. 


Taildragger and the La-Z-Boys live 
Jimmy's It's a shame Taildragger is 
best known for shooting another 
Bluesman over an argument about 
Bluesfest pay, because he is a real 
pro worthy of fame on the merit of his 
highly distinctive live act. With a 
cigar stub between his index and 
middle fingers and his wireless mic 
clutched in the rest of his fist he 
wanders deep in the crowd serenading 
the ladies with sandpaper vocals that 
make it clear the stogies ain't just 
props. The La-2-Boys provided top 
notch backing. 


“Chairman of the Board” (Grass 
Records) Dozens of hep rockers take 
go's at tunes Sinatra made famous, and 
overall it's reverent and serious and 
rarely camp. I appreciate that, 
because two hours is too long for a 
joke. Standouts: Screeching Weasal 
{though it's our duty to point out 
that the ‘burbs, and not "Chicago" is 
their “hometown"), Vindictives, Milk, 
B.O.X. and Flaming Lips. His “Duets* 
might not have sucked if he'd teamed 
up with a few of these bands. 


Swirl *Touch" (Dirt Records1522 N. 
Oakley Blvd. Chicago, Il 60622. 
Aussie crew plays some of the 
cool,sometimes dreamy, even when 
rocking out, type music you might 
associate w. New Zealand bands, but 
much more middle of the road. Me, I 
prefer to veer off the highway 
completely and barrel down dirt 
backpaths. 


Mr. 1000 “She’s Coming Home" b/w 
"Rainwater" (Over The Counter) Might 
be 71,000", but they sound like a 
million! 


Pitchshifter “Desensitized" (Earache) 
Really great! If you like Ministry 
you'll love BITCH SHITFIT! They know 
that sampling scary guitar parts is 
fun and one needn't actually play with 
intensity like those dummies in 
DROPDEAD and DEICIDE. This cool guys 
add so much to the INDUSTRIAL GENRE! 
Better than GODFLESH! 


Capitol Punishment (We Bite 
America)"Messiah Complex" Like many 
SoCal roota Punk bands, C.P. seem more 
concerned with guitary songiness than 
originality. Still, this aint bad, 
with songs of postal office mass 
murder from a gravelly voiced 
*vocalist* who is replaced 1/2 way 
through by someone who sounds the 
game. Good, especially if you havn't 
heard FEAR or GERMS. 


Meathook Seed “Embeded" (Earcache) 
Exactly what I‘d expect from members 
of Napalm Death and Obituary. Some 
rare suprises hidden in a reliable and 
thus satisfying Grind/Deathmetal 
formula. Not as good as either of the 
members homebands. 


Jackwacker/Flying Luttenbachers /Couch 
live Czar Bar. Destroy all music! If 
you love it give it a mercy killing. 

I missed the git/kit duo JW from _ 
Nowhere, IA, but heard they were akin 
to Japanese NoWave duo Ruins, which 
means A-Fucking-mazing! The FLying L's 
have finally realised their potential. 
Previously their free-jazz/punk 
SKRONK! flurries and sourism kept them 
out of like of fans of the (sorry) 
style. But they seem to be making 
acrossover thru old fashioned skill 
and tightness. Super good. Couch, 
young , verile dorkniks from Ann Arbor 
were last. This was PUNK JAZZ ANTI- 
MUSIC of the first order, meaning it 
was hilarious bullshit which taunted 
the line between untalent and DIY. 


Heather McAdams "There Stands The 
Glass" revue w/ Handsome Family and 
Chris Ligon and the Problems. Lounge 
Ax. Cartoonist extroidanaire McA. put 
together hilarious 16 mm Droopy ‘toons 
and toetappin' “Soundies*, a Rennie 
Sparks spoken word piece about 
incestuous golden showers and their 
place in Americana, and 2 of Chicago's 
funniest bands. H.F. was really good, 
but the Probs were awesome, putting 
the fun back in funkiness and the 
honky back in Honky Tonk. Don't miss 
‘em next time. 


Bob Evans “Jersey Barrier" (Skene) 
Grown up Hardcore that as their name 
implies, is meaty, but also like their 
sausage brethren, they are closer to 
atorebought than homemade. 


Murphy's Law “Good for Now" (We Bite 
America P.O. Box 10172 Chicago, I1. 

60610) This was once Punk...Hardcore 
even! Jimmy Gestapo is an amicable 

fella. He dropped the “Gestapo” for 
obvious reasons and shaved his head 
‘cause he's going bald. Goofy party 


tuneage from Queens, NY, that never 
burdens the memory. 


















Nicholas Von Rudofsky Experience live 
Louge Ax. On te eve of Kurdt Cobain'’s 
drug-induced coma, I headed to Lounge 
Ax to see a blonde haired, distortion 
fiending, howling, obnoxious, self- 
centered punk rocker in torn jeans who 
made the band cut the show short 
‘cause his throat hurt. This rocker 
had a good reason for his behavior, 
though. He's five years old, and is 
far less obnoxious (and a much better 
ax player) than most boys his age. 
Hey, if you wouldn't want to hear a 
pre-schooler play feedback and scream 
"I Hate Barney” to a bunch of 
supportive, beer-swilling losers, then 
it‘s a good thing you weren't there. 


Socal Parasite Demo (KISS Hell/Joe D. 
503 Willis Noble, OK 73068) As you 
can see from the label address, this 
band also runs a KISS mail order video 
and audio tape trading and selling 
outfit, and I recommend you send a 
buck for a catalog. If you throw in a 


couple more for this tape, you'll get 
music that only resembles KISS in 
grandeur, but in content it is 
Metallic Hardcore (ox vice versa) with 
deep, menacing vocals, big scoops of 
the f-word, and a few Doors-ish 
moments. Socal Parasite-Social 


Parasite eyes! Social Parasite-No 
need to ery. 


Rollerskate Skinny “Shoulder Voices” 
(Beggers Banquet/Atlantic) Some 
ladedadeda Irish band with ‘noisy‘ 
breaks. Melody Maker said thia could 
be “one of the most important records 
ever." Yeah, and if my aunt had a 
pecker she could be my uncle. 
(Previous saying courteous Elvis via 
Goldman's biography) 


Guns and Roses “The Spaghetti 
Incident?" (Geffen) Pressed on the 
leftover orange vinyl from the Urge 
LP, this album of covers of GnR's fave 
Punk, Hard Rock and Doo Wop songs is 
ok. Axl sings the UK Subs cover in a 
hilarious fake British accent. Most 
of the covers suck but, hey, it's a 
fun album and they are Guns and 
Fucking Roses! 


Jimmie Lee Robinson and the Ice Cream 
Men “Lonely Traveler* (Delmark Records 
4121 North Rockwell Chicago, Il. 

60618) This is great album. Though 
the styles Robinson and the band play 
in are somewhat heterogeneous, the 
overall tone is a subtle, classic 
approach to the Blues that never goes 
in for the histrionicsa that drive them 
wild at the North Side, all white 
patron Blue's clubs, yet it is never 
so historical as to seem 
uncontemporary. As for the backing 
combo, when you hear these Ice Cream 
Men ring there bells, you better have 
some change in your pocket, at least 
enough to buy this album. 






And finally: 
Guest Reviewer 
Dude Scrambler 
Waymon's 
asshole cousin 
Aaticupid “Totem Soul*(33 Naomi Ave 
Landisville PA 17538) 

This self-righteous metal band from 
the Heart of Pennslvania doesn't have 
its own sound. Read that again and 
think about it. Like Daniel Day Lewis 
in The Last of the Mohicans, their 
Totem Soul is vapid. There's no soul, 
folks, no center, no free will. Denny 
Jordan sounds like the genetically 
unfortunate younger brother that James 
Hetfield left behind in Pennslvania 
Dutch country. Gene and Dean Ween can 
outmetal, outcroon, outinvent and 
outfuck these cocksuckers. The Arrow 
of Truth is an impotent penis metaphor 
- the Truth is they suck. Fuck this 
bullshit. 
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